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thus I lived with, the greatest pressure imaginable
for three years more.

During this time my mother used to be frequently
telling me old stories of her former adventures, which,
however were no ways pleasant to me; for by it,
though she did not tell it me in plain terms, yet I
could understand, joined with what I heard myself,
of my first tutors, that in her younger days she had
been whore and thief; but I verily believe she Had
lived to repent sincerely of both, and that she was
then a very pious, sober, and religious woman.

Well, let her life have been what it would then,
it was certain that my life was very uneasy to me;
for I lived, as I have said, but in the worst sort of
whoredom, and as I could expect no good of it, so
really no good issue came of it. and all my seeming
prosperity wore off, and ended in misery and destruc-
tion. It was some time indeed before it came to
this, for everything went wrong with us afterwards,
and that which was worse, my husband grew
strangely altered, froward, jealous, and unkind, and
I was as impatient of bearing his carriage, as the
carnage was unreasonable and unjust. These things
proceeded so far, and we came at last to be in such ill
terms with one another, that I claimed a promise of
him which he entered willingly into with me when
I consented to come from England with him, viz.
that if I did not like to live there, I should come
away to England again when I pleased, giving him
a year's warning to settle his affairs.

I say, I now claimed this promise of him, and I
must confess I did it not in the most obliging terms
that could be neither; but I insisted that he treated
me ill, that I was remote from my friends, and could
do myself no justice, and that he was jealous without
cause, my conversation having been unblameable,